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[ONE PENNY. | 


SLOPER’S BROWNING PROCESS AT SOUTHPORT. 


__ “For some time past now, Poor Pa has been quite melancholy over what he calls the capricious conduct of the sun in patronizing old England at such rare 
intervals. Of course my poor misguided Parent cannot do much to remedy old Sol’s oversight, but he has done his best, and not without, I hope, some success. 
Knowing the seaside visitors’ partiality for a little sunburn, he has concocted a scheme by the medium of which a lovely mahogany tint is imparted to the 
features. The manner in which he has been supported at Southport shows, at anyrate, that his efforts are not altogether unappreciated.”’—Toortsie. 


A VERY QUEER PITCH. 


Tubbs has just given his boat a brand new “ Bai Jove! what a swagger girl, to be sure!" mur- ” Result of sticking himself against the boat.— 


Coat of pi : ; 
fi tes chietties 1 think she'll do now fust-rate," mured Spiffkins, “/'U stick myself against this boat “Whatevah ah they laughing at? Can't make it 
& to himself, and—aw—mash her as she passes.” out. Must be at someone behind me, I suppose.” 
if 


MISS MOORE'S DOUBLE. 


—~— 


Miss Moore lived in Paternoster Row, Carlisle, and in 
the year 1840 dealt at the shop of Mr. Morris Davis, a furrier. 
It is to be presumed that there was something very attrac- 
tive nbout Miss Moore, for Mr. Davis fell deeply in love 
with her. 

It does not appear that Miss Moore gave him any 
encouragement, but perhaps the fact that Mr. Davis wasa 
Pole, unacquainted with English habits and the English 
language, accounted for the aad mistake he made, At any- 
rate, he took into his confidence a Mr. Harrison Flather, 
who was writing-master to the Carlisle Grammar School, 0 
whom he had been taking lessons in the English language, 
writingand arithmetic,and Mr. Flather suggested he shoul 
write the Indy a letter. Mr. Flather, acting as his amanu- 
ensis, he did so, but received no answer, on which he wrote 
again, with a similar result. The fact was, Miss Moore was 
away from Carlisle at the time, but as soon as ever she 
returned, she sent both letters back in extreme indignation, 

A short time afterwards, however, a letter came, in which 
the lady said it was her friends—not she herself—who 
wished to break off the acquaintance, and though he must 
not seek to see her, she begged him to correspond, 

Still acting as amanuensis, Mr, Flather poured forth Mr, 
Davis’ soul, nnd read and explained the lady's replics when 
received, Mr, lather always took away the letters he had 
written, and often brought back the answers, which, 


however, sometimes came through the post. For his lessons he 


was paid a guinea, and for his letter writing another guinea, besides 
which Mr. Flather very frequently had his meais at Mr. Davis’ 
house, not to mention many grogs and much tobacco; in fact, 
Mr. Flather had found very comfortable quarters, 

This went on for some time, when a letter came, in which Miss 
Moore begged for a loan of a couple of pounds, Mr. Davis imme- 
diately sent it, but insisted that it should not be returned. It was 
not, hor were many other small sums, varying from £2 to £5, 
until, at length, Mr. Davis had parted in all with £85, In her latter 
letters the fair correspondent made appointments to meet him, 
which, however, were invariably postponed, and on one occasion 
she even went as far as to pl of running away with him to 
Gretna Green, for which purpose he sent her £5 in obedience to 
her request, but this scheme was also abandoned, 

Suddenly, by some accident, Mr. Davis learnt that the lady who 
had written to him that very day from her residence in Carlisle 
had really been absent some weeks in Liverpool. He was naturally 
much surprised, and so was Mr. Flather when he told him. Miss 
Moore's effusions, on which Mr. Davis set great store, some twenty 
or thirty in number, he kept tied up ina bundle iu his parlour, 
where he and Mr, Flather sat facing one another, expressing their 
astonishment. A ring at the shop-bell fetched him away, and 
when he returned, Mr. Flather was about to take his departure. 
He said, “ Good day,” and returned no more. 

No more letters came, and several days passed by; then, going 
to look for the bundle, he found it was missing. In @ moment it 
occurred to him that he had been the victim of some fraud, and 
that the treacherous Flather was at the bottom of it all. 

He sought assistance in the matter, and learnt that Miss Moore 
had never written to him at all after sending back his two firet 
letters, and that she had never received a farthing from him. One 
application Mr. Davis had had for £5 5s., and in replying to it, he 
had taken the opportunity of further inclosing a purse and a pair 
of jet ear-rings. One of the shillings inclosed was marked with an 
“A.” When Flather's house was searched, it was found there. All 
the letters were written on green paper. Some similar paper was 
also found in Flather'’s house. 

A prosecution followed, and the interesting writing-master was 
sent to the House of Correction for sixteen montha, 

* e * e J e 
BILLIUM THE BEGORD AND THE BLUDDERLES Bol. 
Cuapp. I. 

- + . the di iss karst, henseforth the bran off Cane iss onn uss. 
billium av slue taters, an we av berryd iss corse inna thickett. A 
life off criem an wrappine iss now hours. wott iss our nex deed 
off blud to bee?) meenwile wee ara lurkin inn the caif. itt iss 
orfle damp an thare iss a beestly phrogg who keep on forstin his 
cumpny onn too uss wen nott wonted. . . . 

(Next week,“ A Man and a Shirt.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—~— 


CAs 2 hed ge wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 


contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


L. J. B., before we promise, Let us see what you cando, Gladly, 
ScOTTISH 
original, J. WADLEIGH ; Thanks for kindly notice, PELF. 
the sort of nature, PHYLLIS, Always doing good by stealth. We'd 
insert with pleasure, LODGER, Had we any space to spare. With 
a decent paper, JENNY, How does all that trash compare? It’s 
been altered, THREE YEARS’ READER, For the better, don't you 
think? Cannot tell you, C. H. SEDLEY; We returned them, 
EDWARD PINK. Marvellous endurance, DIVER; Sorry that we 
can't insert, Thanks for funny little jokets, But we cannot use 
them, BERT. No, it doesn't matter, DOOKLET ; Thank you, MILLY, 
all the same. You are right, DELIGHTED READER, That has 
always been our aim, 


hat’ 


_—>— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bovksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty ae ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident. “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" és 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~ 


In re a serious charge against a certain member of the aristocracy. 
Lawyer {7 the nefenca (over @ quict cigar). How are you 
getting on 
Lawyer for the Prosecution (with the slightest possible vibration 
of his dexter eyelid), Oh, capitally! We've succeeded in not find- 
ing out anything. *,° 


THE worthy proprietor of this paper was descending the stairs 
at the Dogs' Home Station one evening in his usual condition of 
mental and physical uncertainty, when he slipped and landed 
gracefully at the foot, “Shure and is your honour hurt?” inquired 
a tender hearted Hibernian labourer. “No-o-0,” replied the 
Ancient One, in falteriug accents, “ but my back is," and he rubbed 
himself vigorously. *\* 


THEY wildly thrilled us through, and then 
Our boyish spirits vexed, 
Those tales which broke off short to be 
“ Continued in our next.” 
band 
Aged Philanthropist. Take care of the pennies, my boy, and the 
pounds will take care of themselves. 
Youthful Spendthrift, That's all humbug. _ I've tried it. When 
I saved up ton pound, my dad took care of it, and I s’pose you 
know what that means, + 


“GREENWICH, a town of much hisvoric and local importance, 
situate some five miles from the Metropolis. It possesses a public 
Park, remarkable for the extreme smoothness and greenness of 
the grass upon the hilly slopes, which is said to have been caused 
entirely by the enormous number of female excursionists, who 
have, by accident, rolled down it. A proof that, nature helping 
nature is always superior to artificial aids, etc."—SLOPER'S Guide 
fer the Well Riqulated. 


ORRESPONDENT, ut we've only one or two, ere | 
U 


= ce. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 436.—The “ Sonthport Buthing" Costume, 


SLOPER is thinking of buying a 
yacht and manning her—or, rather, 
womanning her—with members of 
the fair sex. “Give 'em plenty of 
rope and they'll be all right,” says 


CHANGEABLE. 
“The great advantage of a holiday is the 
change it brings.” “ Yes; and the change 
it costs.” 


Squire. Hullo, there! where did you get those rabbits from ? 
Poacher, Self preservation, guv'nor. The blessed rabbits set cn to my poor dog, 
and I had to kill ‘em to saye his life. 


“ Bertie's been such a bad boy 
at school, papa; he's been bet- 
ting.” “What!” “Yes, papa— 
alpha-betting.” 


St. Swithin gives his final swish, 
And then departs, and so we wish 
Him “au revoir till ninety-three” ; 
Till then may we live apple-le, 


8 YL 


pa 
(Qutck extt. 


(Saturday, September 3, 1892. 


—_— — —— 
Little Son of the House (running into room where his father i, 


entertaining friend). Oh, look, dad! see what a beauti i 
fly I've caught | How shall 1 kill it? ful dragon 
Friend (who is enduring Ah | indifferent weed). Put it under 
tumbler and smoke him with one of your father's cigars ae 
boy. It's best to put the poor thing out of its agony as soon 

pussible, *.° 


THE ecene was n picnic in the sweet silent glades of the Forest 
of Epping. The sunlight stole through the branches of the grav. 
ful beech. There was the low sweet girlish laugh, sweet ),,j 
silvery as the tinkle of a silver bell. But, suddenly a scream tha 
made the welkin ring, and almost shook the eager roundabouter, 
from their carven quadru “Maria Jane, you ought to Jou 
where you're a-sitting down—them hedgehogs don't care a brass 
farthing in whose way they get f-wandering.” Ee 


as 


s 
“T was a child and she was a child 
In our kingdom by the sea, 
But we spoiled our clothes and we both got spanked 
I and my Annabel Lee.” : 
> Eagar Allan pot pourri, 

Brown, No, no, old man; T think you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself! I believe you tried to make me tipsy the other hight. | 
think you treated me very badly indeed. 

Smith, Well, I do call that ingratitude, if you like! Twenty-two 
whiskies and two beers 1 stood you, and if you don’t cali that 
being well treated you're the hardest man to please | know! 

-* 


s 
WHEN SLOPER first saw a picture of the solar system with a)! 
the worlds moving about, he was just a little mixed at the tine 
and softly murmured, “ Look at all them tennish ballsh flyin’ 
about the pawnshop shignsh.” He has been worse, though not 
much, * * 


She. Oh, I am disappointed! 1 don't call him a very distin. 
guished person. He doesn’t seem at all clever, 

He, But | didn't say he was, did 1? 

She. You said he was a great man. 

Te, My dear, how silly of you! I meant a fire stove manufac. 
turer, *\* 


IT sounds somewhnt like a paradox, but after an experience ex. 
tending over many years, we ure prepared to affirm that it is a fact 
that the slowest train is undoubtedly the “cheap fast.” 

.* 


. 
Philanthropic Lady. For shame, little boy ! Do you know what 
becomes of little boys who tell fibs 
Little Boy. Yes, mum. When they gets big enough they makes 
perleecemen of ‘em, 1'm goin’ to be a perleeceman, | am! 
Ld 


* 
“JT BELIEVE Crammerleigh——" commenced Johnson, and 
Snuopper caught him up with, “ You don’t say so, old fellow?) Why, 
| don t suppose he ever told the truth iu his life, except by accident.” 


* 

Contemptuous Waiter (who can stand it no longer), ‘Scuse me, 
sir, you don't seem hable to get all that soup hup with your spouu, 
shall I get you a piece of blotting paper? 

wu & 


* 

How true is the old saying that ‘extremes meet"! The richest 
Indy in the land has a covering of ermine, and the poorest tramp 
often has a covering of vermin, t oo, 

* 


* 
WITH anger she is half deranged, 
And goes for the unfaithful youth ; 
She says his love has been estranged, 
And charges him with want of truth, 
Tle answers, “ Yes, the charge is true, 
My love has vanished, ma chérie ; 
Time was I would have died for you, 
But now | find you dye for me.” 


*Arry. Wot do yer think of Chorly if 

Jem. Oh! there ain't no doubt e's a reg'lar toff, born an’ bred. 

*Arry. I’ve allers sed so, Whay, you can tell it by the way ‘v 
laps ‘is gravy with ’is knife without spilliu’ a drop of it, 

zs * 
& 

Our readers may feel interested in the announcement that the 
obsequies of the individual who referred to a sculptor’s bankruptcy 
as his “ bust,” will take place to-morrow, 

ss 
* 

Fair Fare. 1 shall complain to the company about you, con 
ductor. l’ve been waving my hand to you to stop for at least live 
minutes. 

Masher Conductor, Very sorry, lady ; didn’t know you wanted 
me to stop; thought you was a-kissin’ your hand to me. 

o* 


s 
Mother (anxiously). Oh, George, the baby has swallowed a 
trouser button. 
The Brute. How careless of you! No wonder I'm always short 
of a brace button. *,* 


Ir is 2 remarkable fact that different causes will produce the 
game effect. For instance, when you see a man clasping a post 10 
his arms, it may either be a case of a loose post or a tight man, 

*s 


* ry 
Mrs. Pennypuff (to next lady at table d'héte). My husband's a 
celebrity : is yours 
Lady Stilton. Oh, dear, no! nothing so common. 
Le 


s 
“Iv is remarkable that although the genus man has a rooted 
antipathy to be crowed in ‘bus, train or tramcar by his fellow-mar, 
he endures with equanimity the squash when his neighbour isa 
plump and pretty woman."—Zhe Reflections of Professor Von 
Nucklebohn, ae 
* 


Inquisitive Fair One, What do you lawyers mean, Mr. Sixnatr, 
by “a time whereof the memory of man runneth not to the cl 
trary "2 

Mr, Siznate, Oh, my dear lady !—er—before you were born. 

s ¢ 


+ rt 
“Bor if Mrs. Binks is vulgar, you must admit she is generous 
“Well, yes; she’s always giving herself away.” 


* 
A SPORTSMAN went out on the “ first,” 
But his “ Birmingham made” did a burst, 
And the birds, on that day, 
Unhurt flew away— 
Good gracious ! Great Scott ! how he cursed. 
* 


* a 
“SLOPER,” said McG. to the stern guardian of the Shoe 
petty cash, “has inet been in for half a bean, because i a 
grieved that an old friend of his is no more, Who can O10 
friend be that is no more?” “Well, they’ve stopped the tes © 
the ‘Blue Pig.’ and that was a bally old friend for him. (Le He 
of this sort show only too plainly the meanness of small ve 
envy. The tick is not stopped at the “B. P.”| Only aminu tie 
we heard—" With a bit of lemon, and kindly put it on the 4% 
—ED.) *,* 
tea caught 
Angry Parent. So here you are, you young rascal. I Ais te 
rou at last. have 12) Didn't I tell you I meant to give you® © 
hiding? What. have you been doing? . sy A 
Sharp Son, Hiding myself, father—in the cowshed, Thou! 
like to save you the trouble, you know. etsy 
[But he didn't escape it for all thats n°" 


Saturday, September 8, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT TENBY. 


enthusiastic guide-bookist, “the Madeira of 


« TENBY, says an i 
ENBY, ; nor like 


cae is not like some places, all sand and no rock 


~ 


ad 

like another 
fashidnable 
place, all mud 
for var et 
parts of the 
day and no 
water.” 

I seem to 
know some of 
those places, 
for my know- 
ledge of sea- 

y side resorts is 
m getting to be 
extensive and 

y pa but 
suppose all 
seaside places 
ae their 
weak points, 
and, for the 
most part, 
Sunday at 
them is not 
unalloyed 
bliss, even 
when aided 
by the sooth- 
ing music of 
the Salvation 


nd. 

“Tenby,” says the authority already quoted, “has every variety 
—sinds on the south beach stretching for quite two miles, and 
lonesome cliffs, having little coves and retired nooks, with rocks 
that leave pools rich in seaweeds and small fish, to the delight of 
the youngsters,” To the delight of Bob, also, it may be added, for 
here he lands, in the presence of all, really the very first fish he is sup- 
posed ever to have caught. Vociferous cheers greet the capture, 
which only ceases wheu the captive rounds on Bob and bites his 
linger, whereon Bob drops it, and it disappears down a crevice in 
the rock, Opinions vary as to the breed of the finny monster, but 
Lilly thinks it may possibly have been a youthful shark, and if 
tob had met it a little later on, it might have been worse for him. 
Meanwhile, we have bound up his wound. 

Tenby is certainly a jolly place, and in winter, too, I am told is 
very delightful. Lardi and | have gone in vigorously for ferns, 
pebbles and shells, The landlady at our apartments, however, 
tesards these acquisitions with some degree of coldness, and on 
tue introduction of a baby crab, tires Hp and speaks her mind. 

The poor Dook is in a bad way, and has been treated with great 
unkindness, It \ 
seems he made 
tie aequaint- 
ance of two little 
boys on the 
sands, They had 
asmall boat,and 
the Dook was 
anxious to show 
them how to sail 
it, having him- 
self had some 
experience on 
the ponds of 
Hampstead and 
Clapham, For 
this purpose he 
heroically took 
off his shoes 
and socks and 
yeudled intothe 

sristol Channel; 
but the wretch 
boys somehow 
got it into their 
heads that the 
Dook had con- 
ceived piratical 
designs on their 
craft, and meant 
to nail it. Their 
cries of distress brought a furious father upon the scene, and in him 
the unhappy Dooklet recognized his terrible tenant, who has come 
ty Wales, it is supposed, for the purpose of moonlighting his land- 
lord with a boxful of dynamite. 

Iustaut flight suggested itself to the hereditary legislator, and he 
was off before you could say Jack Robinson, bearing with him, in 
his tlight, the boys’ boat, and leaving to their fate his shoes and socks. 

The tirst act of the tenant was to fling the socks and shoes into 
the Lristol Channel, and the second to follow in pursuit of the 
Dook, screaming, “ Stop thief!" The Dook’'s dearest friend would 
at low that the Dook looks better with his feet clothed, and, pos- 
“ly, he can so run with more ease, He was, therefore, soon over- 
taken, belaboured with the tenant’s umbrella, and called an 
unmanly scoundrel before all the nursery-maids. 

Weare subscribing to get the Dook another pair of shocs; he 
has another pair of socks, 

Tenby once had a castle. I ama little vague as to its history, 
and the guide-book says little; but I faucy during the Common- 

2 wealth there 
must have been 
a good deal of 
rough work 
round about that 


way. 

Poor Billy is 
not very well. 
I was swinging 
and he got in 
the way. It 
wasn't my fault. 
1 gave him such 
a downer. 

Bob still 
spends most of 
his time on the 
yacht, but it 
would appear to 
be, if we may 
judge from 
words” that 
reach us, when 
the wind — sets 
our way, 2 
stormy time. 
The crew, who 
is hardly ° ever 
soter, has re- 
cently been any- 
thing but 
ted Bot Rob, and latest advices inform us that he has 
iannd ees with the yacht’s mop. Bob, looking very damp 
is rdered, has come on shore to buy a book on nautical law, 

sve whether he can legally keel-haul the crew. 


Billy comes a cropper. 


Bob is assaulted. 


Tespectful to 
bssiin| 
tnd d 


PO ils 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE LOTHARIO AND THE LIFT. 


IN a enug little room of a sky touching flat 
All the evening Don Jones with his darling had sat, 
And, as midnight drew nigh, 
Having wished her good-bye, 
He exclaimed, while his meerschaum he whiffed 
“ Ah, this diggings of yours is so lofty, my sweet, 
That it's wearisome work to get down to the street, 
It's a shame—is it not ?— 
That no chance one has got 
Of descending by means of a lift!” 


At that moment the damozelle’s haughty papa 
Landed home from his club prematurely—ha, ha !— 
Aud, albeit Don Jones 
In a chest hid his bones, 
Yet the “rat” by the pater was sniffed. 
And the luckless young man, when exhumed from the chest, 
Was ballooned into space by a boot, and confessed, 
As through ether he shot, 
That his chance he had got 
Of descending by means of a LIFT! 


——>—_—_—_ 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jovtnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XXII, 
IMPECUNIOSITY, 


I HAVE been accused before now by base and drivelling grovel- 
lers of being short. 1 admit it. 

(If they had said of always being ready to take something 
short, that would have been a bit nearer the mark.—McG.) 

I have related to you the episode of the half-bean borrowing. 
Even now, when I think of it, it brings the blush of shame to my 
cheek, And | wonder why it is that in modern times people never 
came to wear sandals, My departure from the House of Trotts 
was speedy, to say the least of it. 

Fortune at that period of my life did not smile on me. It was 
long before the first baby soda ever saw the light. The “two of 
Irish” had not then been invented. Ginger-beer was not on 
draught. In fact, the world was in a more or less thoroughly un- 
civilized state, 

For my purt, I think that I am quite entitled to modestly lay 
claim to many slight improvements. Perchance necessity is the 
mother of invention. 

(Doubtless. It was the old humbug who first discovered a true 
use for the un-negotiable French penny. “ Puta French penny in 
the slot, dear boys,” he was heard singing on the Ludgate plat- 
for, till the uniformed chucker out helped him down stairs into the 
cool shade of the booking-hall.—I. Mo, Esq.) 

In the summer-time, it was the fashion, even in day, to go with- 
out a waistcoat. It was a convenient fashion. 

I found it so, When that garment had been parted with to 
obtain the needful coin of the realm to start vut on the convivial 
jamboree. 

1 have obtained before now as much as 1s, 2d. on that article— 
have, though, even at times gone as low as 4d. when the tyrannical 
ofticials of Shoe Lane have ordered me to make some inquiry into 
public questions that have necessitated a liberal expenditure before 
important information could be obtained. It is a mistake to 
suppose that the humble journalist never stands his round. He is 
very often not stood, 

(Now, that’s not so bad, ALLY, my lad-o'-wax-vestas. Sometimes 
when you get a little extra jumpy you most decidedly are not 
stood—you are chucked, dear boy—chucked ; and nice you look 
when you're | erg the pavement just like a lemon sole on 
a Farringdon Market slab, with your nose looking like oa emall 
fourpenny lobster that has been thrown against it by accident. 
—McG. once more.) 

Impecuniosity is not always a proof of guilt. It may be a proof 
that you haven't got much gilt, though—he! he! Excuse the 
modest fun. It has not always been my fault. 

(Well, 1 will say this for the old man, that if he could lay his 
hands on anything for the benefit of his family he bally soon 
would, SLOPER, you're an uncommon sight too near that book of 
mine with the agra in it—THE MANAGER.) 

It is no shame to be poor. 

Next week I will tell you how I made my first pile, 

(To be continued next week.) 
————— 


THE JOLLY GIRLS’ CLUB. 
SECOND REPORT. 


WITH regard to this club (which we think is unique), 

We are glad to be able to state 
That a lot of young ladies seem anxious to seek 

For permission to share in our fate. 

There's been rather a row (though it’s all over now) 

Tween a member aud erty, the sec, 

On the former observing they ought to allow 

An occasional Stock Exchanye spec., 

She was told by the latter her notions were fast, 

That she couldn't be much of a lady: 
Whereupon, while the meinbers stood by all aghast, 
A large k at the head of their Gerty was cast, 

The offender politely informing the last 
She could go down below to that neighbourhood vast, 
Which, while hot, is decidedly shady, 


This disturbance at rest (which it was when the foes 
Had been made each the other to kiss, 
And be friends evermore), a discussion arose 
As to what was the right sort of shape for a nose, 
One like that, or the other, or this? 
Some declared that the nose should be aquiline quite; 
Others vowed they were partial to “snub "— 
On which, those who were Jewesses said it was spite: 
So they all of them joined in a hair-pulling fight, 
Which  ghessngaicn from nine till eleven at night ; 
When the sec. was requested this notice to write, 
To be stuck on the dvor of the club, well in sight :— 
“The attention of barbers we beg to invite 
To a lot of loose hair, black, and auburn, and light, 
Now on sale at the Jolly Girls’ Club.” 
(Zo be continued.) 
— 


OH, WOMAN, WOMAN! 

Her husband had made a terrific hit, one that would bring him 
undying fame, as a writer, but the congratulations that were 
literally showered upon her did not seem to move her in the least. 
They said that before long a great and glorious name would be his, 
but she cared not. They said that in time he would, through his 
brilliant writings, be the owner of vast wealth, but she was still 
obdurate. At last, unable to bear her stubborn obstinacy any longer, 
one bolder than the rest asked— 

“What would you like your husband to be, pray?” 

“Oh,” she said, “I'd sooner he'd have been a pawnbroker.” 

“ Rather than a ideal genius? Great Scott! Why?" 

“ Because then I could wear the jewellery that was spouted !" 

——— 


CROWNING ALL. 

“THAT'S my half-crown !" exclaimed three different people ina 
“smoker” on the L. C. & D, Railway, when a man stooped down 
and picked up 2 coin from the floor. 

“ Look ‘ere, gen’lemen,” said the finder, “I'm an honest man, I 
am, and if there was any doubt on the subject, you could go odd 
man for it; but the party as dropped this ‘ere forin got out at 
Camberwell. I’ve had my foot on it for a quarter of an hour.” 


LOTTA LIMEJUICE’S LUCK. 


——e 


CHAPTER IT. 

Lotta LIMEJUICE, except that she was a handsome girl and 
managed to dress well and wear tine jewellery, was by no means 
the most success- 
ful serio - comic 
and dancer 
among the _ fe- 
male artistes of 
that kind at the 
Jollity. But 
while of her 
serio - comicality 
her audience 
thought little, 
and of her danc- ° 
ing less, she was 
not wanting in 
admirers of her 
beauty. Harry 
Fielding was to 
the fore in this 
crowd, Harry 
had known her 
for many years. 
Hier father's 
shop was next 
door to his 
father's shop, > 
and too many a 
time and too oft, 
when they were 
yet in their teens, 
had they sat on 
the seats of com- 
mons and parks, 
“sucking one 
acid-drop,” as the poet hath it, and occasionally varying the 
monotony of this proceeding by vowing eternal devotion for one 
another. This sort of thing lasted until Lotta was about twenty, 
when all of a sudden she took to the music hall stage. 

Harry, smitten more than ever, frequented the Jollity to the 
verge almost of living there. But Lotta’'s life had changed her 
somehow. She still had a lingering liking for the lover of her 
girlhood, but even that liking (which had got to that from love) 
didn’t look like lingering long. 

Lotta’s coolness drove Harry to desperation, and from that to 
writing comic songs. 


In the park. 


CHAPTER II. 

“T po wish you could get hold of a good song for me. 
something quite new—something catching.” 

Lotta was speaking to her agent, from whom she had as yet 

: received more 
offers of mar- 
ringe than of 
engagements; 
not, though, that 
she was in need 
of the latter, 
with her three 
years’ engage- 
ment at the 
Jollity. 

“And if I do 
get you @ suc- 
cessful song?” 
said the agent 
slyly — “may t 
hope then?" 

here was no 
harm in letting 
a man hope if 
he liked hoping, 
thought Lotta, 
so she told him 
he might. 

“I've the very 
thing!" cried 
the joyful agent 
when Lotta ha 
gone. “She 
couldn't help 
making it a 
success, It 
doesn't want 
singing or danc- 
ing—all she need do will be to chuck herself about and shout.’ 

he song, which was supposed to be the work of the agent, and 
bore evidence to this fact on the cover, was an immense triumph. 
And the agent, who had bought the song for fifteen shillings 
from a struggling writer, went to remind Lotta that she had given 
him permission to hope. 


CHAPTER ITI. 

LATE one afternoon, a brougham (and a basket) stopped out- 
side the agent's office. In it (the brougham) was seated [.otta. 
She was on her way to the Jollity, and had pulled up for the pur- 
pose of seeing her agent ona matter of business, He had been 
making a few mistakes, favourable to himself, in the matter of 
charging commission, and she thought it time that she called upon 
him and gave him a lesson or two in arithmetic. 

She was about to get out of the brougham, when her eye fell 
upon a form she 
seemed to have 
seen before, only 
not so shabbily 
clothed. It was 
Harry — and he 
was turning into 
the agent's! 
What could he 
want with him? 
She would fol- 
low, and listen 
at the agent's 
office-door, 

“T tell you,” 
she overheard 
the agent say 
roughly—‘ if 
tell you, you 
can't beg from 
me. I’ve paid 
you for the 
song. once. 
What d'ye take 
me for —a bil- 
lionaire?” 

“ But the song 
has been sucha 
success,” came 
the faltering 
voice of poor 
Harry Field- 


ing. ek 
“Then, why the deuce don't you go to her?” ancered the agent. 


The door opened. ; . 
“He needn't do that,” said Lotta, kindly, going up to Harry and 


taking his hand—*I have come to him!” 


T want 


An immense triumph. 


[jFAt your 


—— 


“~ What d'ye take me for?” 


(Saturday, September 3, 1892. 


SEASIDE DIPLOMACY. 
“ Look here, Mrs. Bouncer, this thing's out of order ; it’s been set fair for 


“I have at last reached the summit of ny 
ambition, dear, and ama pirate. A staye une 


Stout Gent (taking his seat, first class), Gud! if it ain't 
that fellow Mugyins, who owes we # long standing account WAITING FOR HIM. the last week or so.” “That's all right, sir; I've had it fixed like that, as ‘tis true, but it may lead to better thing." 
—in a first class, too, by Jove! [Poor Muggins. With spider web all ready, and still he never came, then it don't upset my lodgers’ tempers.” —Extract Jrom Letter of Young Laiy, re 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPERTHE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE. 
1. - 4 oN 


5° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
& her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


It was sunrise following the day His Grace the Duke of Devonshire had borne his | sooner alight than the fresh morning breeze e: uished.—(1). Presently a lon! 
fair bride to his ancestral home, and under the walls of Chatsworth three figures explosion ——(2). And Alexandry teaek pe tao No! Dy oekn ail not 
might have been observed—a father and, clearly by the family likeness, his two sons. mention the tune; two organs are now hammering it out within a few yards of his 
Yes, the trio had journeyed down over night and hung about the grounds in order study window—curses on them!—And Jubilee obliged with “Knocked ‘em.” The 
to give the Duke and Duchess a hearty English welcome first thing. “Now, boys, excitement of the moment had caused them to forget their instructions, The next 
have you your tin whistles readv ?” demanded A, SLOPER, for ‘twas he. “ Yus, moment the unfortunate three were in the hands of keepers and gardcuer:.—— 
feyther,” from Alexandry, and, “ Right, Snuffy,” from Jubilee. “Tis well! Then, (3). “ Dynamite, for a dollar!” cried the butler, armed, and in his slippers; “Twill 


No. 250,—MIss ELLA VARRICK 
. immediately after [ have fired this mortar"—and tie Eminent produced fi hi me, rat 
a a of produced from his | to the Duke. In the meantime, awa t dungeon beneat! 
Who could resist the charms of sucha maid?” | coat-tail pocket a villainous looking iron mortar he had borrowed from the Ranelagh | the dining room floor!"—(4). But Te a iene.” His grace immetlataty, ree 
“Fer beauty has enthralled my heart compl redo pga Sailing Club last Sunday morning. It wasa pity, though, he had not informed his | nized A. SLOPER. “Bless my soul!” he cried, as they shook hands when all wss 
y y m ple vy s nek triend the commodore of the fact,as it would nave removed a great deal of unplea- explained,“ I haven't seen you since we sat together in the Lower Honse. Come, 
“Tye loved before, but ne'er with so much f -Lor ¥ santness amongst the members—* after I have fired this mortar you will immediately I'll introduce you to the Duchess.”. (5). Her Ladyship ciously accepted tlie 
, uch pela nut strike up the * Wedding March" I have been at so much pains to teach you.” Then | splendid buttonhole plucked from off the near side chest of the Eminent, and all 

- fon. Billy. silence followed, broken only by the striking of several matches, which wero no wus joy. The boys were positively clogged with Devonshire cream and eyder. 


THE ELDER MAKES A MISTAKE. 


Q). “1, Timothy Tubwash, doth bereby and berewith-—" (2), When the Elder twisted his nese. (3). And McPurritch burried up, saying, “ Ye're an acs, McNab; he wis just reading oot tae ye that ye had been le 


BaaL 


{ta fortune.” 


= 
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= wee bomrce bec -usese oo 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. S ew Advent cenent 


Ladies, all hail! Gentlemen, ditto. “Tan I to bury ise him,” sai 
Anthony, in his ee ¢ ’ 5 \ here to bury Cwsar, not to praise him,” said Mark | partridges the Frenchman si ha, And mi. q ies :— " has ‘ : 
lam here to sta hien bag el a pedy 2 his master, "| am not like Anthony, inasmuch that | errictl y uf the proper sort —Sleala Pi genet mitre Aci fy Alese a ie dg Dit t Is 
To Jeast and romp both day and night a F nase please :—'Zis Scottish laddies great delight | On ev'ry sca iad on the land We see the advertisers’ hand. Partridge shooting agait 1G eat 
town will ga s— Within the Cryst 7 Palace rustle ani Nowrrs, a goodly show; To view it all the | Seott! how the summer flies! Why, before we are many weeks olde fe will bi ed to Wibbe aee 
‘sane ‘ ‘rysta ‘lace gay These folks were sven the other day :—For | myriads of readers a Merry Christinas, —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. laa 


Glee Mores 


BORN TO BLUSH UNSEEN. 


She, Are you Proposing to make a lon, | i = 
“a ig stay here, Mr. Raffish ? ! ; i 
oe fish (with @ cheap one day ticket only, Um !—ah well, — i, fe Ya 
yu we Lonly got here this morning. Think I shall be off to- Bice w ) ! oe 
a 4 Hi} — 

y HN i . 


hizht to some less stupid place, ul 
/) } , 


Stage Manager. Do I want an actor? Well, I want someone 
to take the part of the clothes-prop in our melodrama, The 
Laundress’ Revenge. I should think it would just suit you, 


= > 
‘im Now sroing to sit on the t 
leew beach and read my new: 
reis nothing to read I shall watch the Bestel lalies 


I don't thi Sipe A , 
sthine e+ think there will be much news in the paper Phyllis, There, take and go in, Ethel, there's nobody looking. evidently intends remaining where she is for the next two or 


Ethel (in her new bathing dress). No, dear, that's just the annoying part of it. three hours, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_-.— 


Tne First of September is invariably awaited with a consider- 

able amount of impatience and joyous expectation not only by au 

enormous majority of the “ knights of the 

deadly tribe,” but by the large number of 

persons who profit in various ways from 

one of the most glorious and exciting of 

our field sports, With the First the real 

shooting season may be said to commence 

<, in real earnest, and gun- 

siniths, cartridge makers, 

sporting tailors and out- 

fitters confidently expect 

business to go up with a 

bound, whilst the palms of 

the gamekeeper und his 

little gang of assistants, 

drivers aud beaters already 

itch for the absurdly exorbi- 

tant “tips” which it seems 

| customary to bestow upon 

these individuals, Of course, 

those lucky enough to own, 

* rent, or be invited to shoot 

Over a grouse moor have 

been blazing away for 

some time now, but 

rrouse shooting is a 

uxury, and only to be 

indulged in by a fortu- 

nate few. On the other 

hand, partridges are to 

be found in most coun- 

ties, and it is hard lines 

indeed upon the sportsman who cannot purchase or otherwise obtain 
permission to shoot over laud sheltering at least a few coveys. 

o 


s 

A CERTAIN gentleman, recommending a well known and popular 
quack medicine, says the result of taking one bottle is that he eats 
and sleeps like a child, Well, there, now, fancy that! Does he sit 
up to the table on a high chair? and does he imbibe from the 
common or garden feeding-bottle, so dear to the hearts of infants? 
Possibly, also, he sleeps in the cradle with his pretty little fist 
stuck in his mouth, and his feet in the place where his head ought 
to be. Wonders will never cease, will they? 

ss 


s 
THF Mildewed Batsman has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “Award of Merit” upon Mr. 8, W. Scott, because of his 
many splendid innings, “Feyther,” murmured the Cerulean Orbed 
Not Out, absently, “{ may ‘ave forgotten it, but wos there ever a 
time when you managed to ‘ break yourduck'?" Then did he who 
had once been England's Champion Slogger, arise in his wrath and 


> 


let the Azure Eyed have it warm, with Q presentation cricket-stump. 
* 


FasHion—and what cannot fashion do?—has started a crusade 
against kissing, not the delicious yum-yummy osculatory process 
practised with such mutual 9 
delight by Edwin and Angeliva, 
but the ridiculous practice among 
women of embraciug one another 
now carried to such an absurd 
extent, The Eminent is glad to 
hear it. No one likes a kiss from 
the ripe, pouting lips of a pretty 
girl better than he; but to see 
women, often mere acquaint- 
ances, frequently deadly enemies, 
recklessly lavishing gushing 
salutations, and, in the latter 
case, Judas- like salutes, both 
pains and disgusts him. 


= 

IN Morocco, a man can file a 
divorce petition for the infini- 
tesimal expenditure of twopence 
halfpenny. It isa pity that equal 
facilities for obtaining conjugal 
relief cannot be obtained iu this 
land of boasted civilization, We 
know of lots of people who 
would gladly take advantage of 
them. We are not informed as 
to the price a Moorish wife seek- 
ing a divorce would have to pay, 
but if all a “Lady Medical Mis- 
sionary,” writing in the Daily 
Graphic, says be true, the women 
are kept in such a state of ignorance and subjection, that it would, 
we suppose, be an altogether unprecedented event for any married 
woman to dream of daring to dispute the supreme will of her 
autocratic spouse, ee 

= 


A GARDEN party at the South Peckham Liberal Club is a 
function which no one honoured with an invitation would ever 
dream of missing, and accordingly on Saturday, August 20th, The 
Mouldy One travelled up from the seaside—under the seat—and was 
present during the evening in the charmingly illuminated grounds 
of the above mentioned institution, Petted by Peckham’s fairest 
daughters, treated to unlimited drinks by Peckham’'s bravest sons, 
the Ancient spent an evening of festivity indeed, and when we 
say that some hours later he was discovered by a gentleman in 
blue tenderly embracing a lamp-post, and addressing it by endear- 
ing terms, it will be seen that no one of the component parts of a 
thorough evening's enjoyment was omitted, 

es ¢ 


+ 

_ WHAT with the hot weather, the holidays, and grouse and part- 
ridge shootiug, things theatrical are decidedly dull. No less than 
fifteen managers, rather 
than lose money by playing 
to half empty houses, have 
shut up and gone on tour 
or their holidays, But the 
music hall still scores—one 
can keep cool there, you 

know, and the refreshin, 
lemon squash or John Col- 
lins, and the soothing 
cigarette can be leisurely 
indulged in. At the 
Alhambra, where things 
are now running 80 
smoothly, under the able 
guidance of Mr. John Hol- 
ingshead, they are doing 
big business nightly, The 
Serpentine dancing Miss 
Jenny Joyce is only one 
member of a capital variety 
company — certainly 
one of the strongest in 
London, The unique 
Dutch ballet, “On the Ice,” 
isa distinctly pleasing item 
' in this weather ; whilst the 
splendours of the more 
: ambitious “Don Juan,” 
: ja which is the subject of our 
i \ artist's sketch, complete a 

programme of, it will be admilted, most exceptional excellence, 
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BRIGHTON has been given additional right to its title of London 
by the Sea, ven as the Alhambra of London proved unequal to 
the task of fully accommodating 
the ever increasing number of 
pleasure seekers who hunger for 
“ballets and varieties,” so has 
the Alhambra of Brighton fol- 
lowed suit, and at the commence- 
ment of last week the Brighton 
Empire entered the lists of 
friendly rivalry, and threw open 
its doors to Press and Public for 
the first time. Advantageously 
situated about two yards from 
the Theatre Royal, the new music 
hall has been built from the most 
approved designs; there is a 
capital installation of electric 
light; the house is comfortably 
and tastefully upholstered ; in- 
deed, everything has been done 
to minister to the comfort of ex- 
pected patrons, for whose amuse- 
ment the very best London 
talent will be engaged. From 
first to last the undertaking has 
been carried out under the direc- 
tion of the courteous secretary, 
Mr. Clayton Botham, and too 
much praise cannot be awarded 
to that gentleman for his un- 
tiring energy and ability. With 
such a leader the success of 
the Brighton Empire is assured. 


& 

THERE is evidently something radically wrong in the political 
world, for, despite the fact that honours have been loating round 
in great numbers lately, A, SLOPER has been entirely overlooked. 
This result, after he bad at least expected a dukedom, touches him 
deeply. Gladstone and Salisbury must be both called over the 
couls for the oversight. Who has been their best friend in need? 
Why, A. SLoPER! Who has been their chief adviser in times of 
trouble? Why, A. SLOPER, of course! And who but he has solved 
for them intricate problems concerning the welfare of the state? 
And for these services contempt is the only reward meted out to 
him, Well, well! statesmen are ungrateful individuals, and the 
Eminent will see them all hanged first before he will render them 
further assistance. This is final, and no amount of bribery in the 
shape of “ Unsweetened ” will alter his decision, 


s 
THE War Office authorities have called the attention of officers 

commanding Volunteers to the fact that the boots worn by their 
men are not suitable 
for active service, and 
that good boots for 
soldiers are “impera- 
tively necessary.” 
Well, considering that 
Volunteers are com- 
pelled to purchase 
their own boots from 
their private means, 
these remarks on the 
part of the authorities 
savour of the imper- 
tinent. Perhaps the 
War Office will issue 
a notification as to 
what kind of under- 
linen and hose they 
think it advisable for 
Volunteers to wear, 
aud as to what soap 
they would prefer 
being used for wash- 
ing purposes, While 
they are about it, it 
would be just as well 
to state whether there 
is any especial pattern 
of shirt button they 
could recommend for 
use ina campaign. 


PEOPLE have been spilling a little ink lately in 9 controversy on 
the subject of the superiority of the ordinary old fashioned spec- 
tacles of our grandmother's days over the modern and certainly 
more becoming pince-nez. The latter, some assert, are responsible 
for numerous ailments, gout in the nose being one of the more 
serious, SLOPER doesn't wear spectacles, but he “took to glasses,” 
as the saying is, from a very early age, and these, although not of 
the pince-nez order, are certainly the cause of a very cousiderable 
number of ailments, not the least undesirable of which is a disease 
scientitically known as proboscis vermillionis, but more generally 
termed chronic inflammation of the boko, 

s 


SNATCHER has been causing a terrific sensation at the Dog Show 
at Sandy, Bedfordshire. Priceless sums have been offered for him, 
but up to now the Eminent has refused all offers, To sell Snatcher 
would be equal to selling the Old Man's gamp or gin bottle. It is 
really too absurd. *\* 


IF it is true, a8 a contemporary states, that oatmenl and oranges 
are the best things possible for the complexion, the day is not far 
distant when we shall find that 
the majority of the fair sex have 
become vegetarians, <A good 
complexion is woman's greatest 
charm, as well she knows, and 
happy is the woman who pos- 
sessesa one. Of course, com- 
plexions can be obtained whole- 
sale from various sources—the 
chemist’s shop, for instance, but 
we allude here to the genuine 
article—Nature's own gift, a gift 
which, we regret to say, is con- 
spicuously absent from the faces 
of the majority of. English belles. 


* 

WiTH the defeat of Ted 
Pritchard, in his recent fight 
with Jem Hall, the prize ring, at 
least so far as England is con- 
cerned, may be said to have re- 
ceived its death blow. In the 4 
light weight, middle weight, and 47% 
the heavy weight classes, native 7% 
pugilists are overmatched to ZY 
such an extent that nothing but 
disgust fills the bosoms of those 
Englishmen who were interested 
in the sport. In Ted Pritchard 
it was fondly believed that 
England had at last secured a 
champion worthy of upholding 
the traditions of his country. But, alas! the hope was but a for- 
lorn one, and once again had home talent to play second fiddle to 
the invader. English pugiliste had better, in future, confine their 
attentions to country fairs and racecourses, where their efforts may 
be appreciated, They are certainly no good in the ring. 


ss 
6th September, 1812.—George Frederick Cooke, tri); 


(Saturday, September 8, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs~ 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING SErTeMbER 10ru, 1892 
2, 
4th September, 1867.—Oscar Byrne, the ballet mas, 
died this day, aged seveuty-two, Lis father died in 1s{5..... 
eighty-nine, sc 


sO 
5th September, 1839.—A lunatic named Shea suttoo,, 


himself in the cell in which he was confined in the Cork [aja,, 
Asylum this night by secreting a piece of lime on his person, wt, , 
he carried at night to his cell, and, having placed it in his... 
bed saturated it with water. ana 


died this day at New York, Lord Byron, speaking of Coukes).. 
published by an American, says—“ Two things are rather mary, 
lous—first, that a man should live so long druuk, and next, th; th : 
should have found a sober biographer.” pee 


i 
7th September, 1838,—An Aberdeen paper of this (i;. 


says :—“ A dwarf cow was exhibited at the Strathbogie Cattle Siow 
asacuriosity, This animal is only thirty inches in heizht, th ve 
four years old, She has a beautiful pair of horns and is exce.,. 
ingly quiet.” a 


a 
8th September, 1853.—Mr. Bradshaw, the proprietor o; 


the celebrated railway guide, died this day at Christiania of ,; 
attack of cholera, : 


bua Eee 
Oth September, 1731.— According to the Gentlena; 


Magazine, William Edmund Booth, a young lad, was this day tr,,| 
for picking a pocket of 2s. 6d. The jury found him guilty to ti. 
value of 10d., on which he called out, “G— d— you qj: 
Here's a shilling, give me twopence change.” = 


Aa a les aiebel edb en Se 
10th September, 1841.—This day, the pugilist Ben Caunts 


departure for America was thus announced in the newspapers :— 
“ Ben Caunt, champion of England, sailed from Liverpool to Non 
York on Thursday, taking with him the champion's belt, for whict 
he says, any Yankee may become n candidate.” At the Bower: 
Theatre, he appeared in om and Jerry, in the scene called Ton 
Cribb’s sparring room, with great success, and made a tour of ti. 
country, but did not fight. - 


MORE'S THE PITY. 
BLE are her eyes, her soft browa hair 
A snow white brow caresses, 
Her gentle well bred air of grace 
The looker on impresses, 


A tiny mouth beset with pearls, 
A figure neat and slender, 

A pure rich voice of silv'ry tone, 
A nature true and tender. 


Like to the hue of peaches, tho 
Complexion of her face is, 

Dame Nature has imbued her too 
With many subtle graces. 


Of simple tastes a muslin dress, 
Or altered gown of mother’s, 
Becomes her pretty figure more 
Than silks and satius others. 


What's that you say—I'm lucky to 
Have won so sweet a pet? 
Absurd, she doth exist but in 
A Bow Bells Novelette. 


THE LITTLE WIDOW.. 


Poorold Gradgrind ! It was Monday night that, at the respectal'» 
age of seventy-two and thirteen days, he “ passed in his checks," 
as they say in the States, and on Tuesday we went, one and all.to 
call upon his fair young widow, He'd been a rare marrying man, 
had old G. This little, golden haired lump of huggable humanity 
was the fourth he had knelt on the crimson cushions with, and—«r 
—well, there may have been one or two of us impressionable oli 
bachelors who would not have been above taking her, even if she 
hadn't have come in for the whole of the old boy's pile, for whi: 
ae than for pure unadulterated affection, the village gos-iys 
said—— 

eg hang the village gossips! What does it matter what they 
sai 


Anyway, there she was, one of the sweetest little blossoms of 
twenty-two that ever heated a hairpin to crimp her “ fringe.” \' ! 
she'd got on about as scrumptious a black erépe frock as you cou! 
pick out from the pictures in the advertising pages of The Gentle 
woman, Jones said it was “ A la Directwa,” whatever that may tv. 
I know it looked nothing short of spiffing, and I'd have told bh: 
so without the least hesitation if she hadu’t seemed so awfully cu: 
up over poor old G. , er 

“Alas, alas!” she sobbed, “I cannot even now believe it. Ile 
could not—would not—leave me, No, no, he's alive—ol, -o%r 
body say that he’s alive!” 

Now, you know, it so happens that we've got a young doeter 
down there named W. H. Sull-Phocarbolate—he's a very eunite 
fellow all round and a rare chap for experiments—and, when he 
hee the poor little thing taking on go, he sidled up to her ane 
said: 

“My dear madam, I think it quite within the bounds of pos 
bility that your husband may be revived. If you will aliow te 
I will at once apply the galvanic battery?” : al 

“No, no, no, no,” she almost yelled, with a sudden jump. 
a half-suppressed crack, that told the married mourners thw ‘ 
had broken a stay-busk,” no, no, no—hard as it is to bear my fate. 
will have no experiment against the law of nature. It is wrone— 
it is impious! Let him rest in peace, sir; let him rest 0 


peace ! ot an 

They do say that before young Sull-Phocarbolate promised " : 
to galvanise the “remains,” he got another promise out of ae 
and—well—I've sent my light trousers to be cleaned and press 


for the next ceremony ! 
ee ee 


“WHERE IS HE?” 


. at a 
AN individual that has our deepest sympathy just now ian 
Great Sea Serpent. Since every other married noodle ears ' 
into his head to get even with his “Old Dutch Clock" by Lage: 
her a side-thrust in the shape of a showing up In the series" 
“English Wivee,” in the dear old 7ele, this meritorious 1" Tiel 
has n consigned and stuffed away into unmerited, o a af 
Never has there been such a display or ingratitude ont he t 
that proverbially thankless ruffian, the British Journa ie ‘nt su 
after year has the dear, merry, fennel-clothed old Sea * sTenieh he 
pee half Fleet Street during the autumn months, whethe’, 
i} 


ndi vidual 


A a few 
as been described as resembling a Brobdingnagian frog Na ‘ 
hundred yards of the Atlantic cable, broken loose and Sir 
bust” on its own account, and now we have no Batley old 
health or habits, simply because a parcel of duffers have Meanie 
meat for dinner three times in one week, or through bee ae 
or indisposition of their feminine attachments have been nr 
about with a safety-pin doing duty for a trousers button. e 
old friends A, SLOPER would be really glad to hear from 
Giant Gooseberry and the Comet. He begs that somen'= 
his million readers will fish up the old Serpent, or ma ab 
of seeing the Comet, or induce a bush to hatch out an vet? 
Gooseberry, as he finds it hard, on a dull and gloomy : aie 
with a cold rain beating against the window, See that ae 
of a merry muffin bell ringing in his ears to believe t) 
September. ° 


Saturday, September 3, 1892.] 
HOW TO BE A VESTRYMAN. 


“Tt is stated by an ae — blaring, bullying and blatancy are the only 


tions for a vestryman.) 
Ral IF you would gain fame 
—__ And would stick to the 


“py / 4 — same 
os dae pag Ps Le The shore “tip” take heed 
SAYLES AS * o behold ; 
w—, Vesiryman ig >) Just bully and blare 
; — <—— _ Upon every affair 
If you'd pose as a vestry- 
man bold. 


The stronger your voice 
The more you'll rejoice, 
For in council great pow'r 

you'll then hold; 
For the louder the noise 
The greater the joys 
OF the true British vestry- 
inan bold. 


But be sure to take care 
Of colds and night air, 
Or perhaps in your “chump” 
you'll take cold ; 
For with voice weak and 
lost, 
You'd, of course, be a 
frost 
As a brusque, blatant vestryman bold. 


—_——o——_—_ 


OUR CHURCH BAZAAR. 
fotH Upper and Lower Puddlecumbe, indeed, the entire district 
ontiguous to those delightful localities, was in an absolute fever 
t excitement, No, it was not an earthquake which had brought 
hout so unusual a state of affairs, or a murder, or even a local 
ivorce case—nothing more, in fact, than “A GRAND Two Days’ 
34ZzAAR” (we quote from the Puddlecumbe Express), to be held 
n the village schoolroom, adjoining Mr, Aylesbury's duck pond. 
it then, you see, the inhabitants of the two Puddlecumbes had 
o little to disturb the even tenour of their way, that an event of 
juch less importance would have been sufficient to boil over the 
11 of public interest. Probably you have in some way assisted at 
Church Bazaar, and know all about it. As its name implies, it is 
eld in connection with the ecclesiastical establishment of the 
»ishbourhood, and consequently has the advantage of the per- 
| patronage of the vicar, the curate, and the leading members of 
jie congregation, 
\ Church Bazaar is held for many objects, one of the most 
ommon being to help to pay off the large debt incurred in 
recting ® huge building, big enough for a cathedral, which the 
ntire population couldn’t half 
| if they tried. Another is 
0 provide sufficient funds for 
ie vicar to build himself a new 
»,or add a wing to his old 
or some other equally de- 
charity. We really forget 
sactly what it was the worth 
wimbent of the two Pud- 
I-cunbes wanted—a bathroom, 
:kittle alley, or something. 
‘hatever it was, his enthusiastic 
lock meant giving it him, and 
he Church Bazaar came off, 
Tuere was an awful, an un- 
vmiy struggle among 
» maidens of the neigh- 
od as to who should hold 
; but it was pretty gener- 
greed that no one asserted 


Hpreciation, and when it was found that she had been given the 
hirge of the most saportantly placed stall, ugly whispers of 
vouritism went the rounds. But, oh! the delicious facer, the 
lorious, colossal “take down" she received the opening after- 
won, There, you must hear it. 

Poor thing ! she is not beautiful, but she had put on a new frock 
dan intendedly alluring smile for the occasion; but for some 
son—perhaps because the other stall holders’ relations had 
rlermined upon revenge—she got very few customers. But she 
tracted one at last—a bright young Londoner, who was visiting 
me friends in a neighbouring village. Poor wretch! he hardly 
anced at her, but desperation mate her bold, and she openly 
costed him, Half the room watched her as she leaned over and en- 
ted him to buy something—e scent bottle, a buttonhole, a cigar. 
He chose the latter, 

it like one that I've bitten the end off?" she asked, 
+ § i Vv iz 
" Well, t don't care for broken goods as a rule,” was the reply, 
ut | don’t mind having it, provided it’s rery much cheaper. 

And far above the roars which followed rose the wild hysterical 
reams of the outraged girl as she was carried, half fainting, from 


> 


le had meant toask him a guinea extra! 
— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 62—BarpBana BLAIR. 


You musty, fusty, rusty seer, 
Who, all night long, at “sky-signs” 


peer, 
And deem yourself well skilled to 
glean {mean 
What all the various movements 
Of suns and moons and stars, 
Lay by, lay by your telescope, 
And o'er your charts and globes go 
mope, 
For you will vainly seek to state 
The explanation of the late 
Disturbances in Mars! 


Pray stow those words that crack 
one’s jaws, 
And learn from me the genuine cause 
Of Mars’ late vagaries. Glean 
That Barbara Blair, the beauteous 
queen 
Of histrionic “stars,” 
Has at the “ Friv.” so loudly sung 
That her sweet tones have reached 
the young 
Lotharios up in Mars! 


And those Lotharios, feeling more 
Entranced than e’er they did before, 
Have been by amorous longings 
swayed 
To woo and win the beauteous maid ; 
a And hence the shocks and jars, 
.,., Which fond astronomers would fain 
By idiotic terms explain, 
Are caused by dudes who, trembling, strive 
To this Blairiferous sphere to dive 
From off the edge of Mara! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


UNIVERSITY COLLEGE, Gower STREET, W.C., 
August 18th, 1892. 

My Dear SLOPER,—Absence from town was the reason of my 
not having received the gorgeous “diploma,” which | shall do my 
level best to retain in the family as a most pleasant memento. 
My son and heir, who is younger than Alexandry, is much amused 
by it, and has begged it of me that it may ornament his own room, 
He insists upon every visitor going up to see it, and then they 
chaff me about my evidently vain attempts to impart the rudiments 
of chemistry even to such an absorbent genius as the almighty 
ALLY, They hint, moreover, that his astonishing partiality for 
chemically prepared beverages is doubtless due to his having come 
at an early age within the influence of one who is a aworn enemy 
of total abstinence. Yours very siucerely, TEMPLE ORME, 


“A” Troop, CAPE MOUNTED RIFLES, UMHTANGA, 
DORDRECHT, SOUTH AFRICA, June 6th, 1892, 

My Dear OLD ALLY,—Inclosed you will find a cutting froma 
Cape paper, in reference to one of your coupons found in a bottle, 
which was washed ashore on the South Coast of Africa, 1am giad 
to see that the “ HALF-HOLIDAY” rules the waves as well as the 
land. I must state that your good old “ HALF-HOLIDAY” is much 
appreciated by the members of the C. M. R., and when shown to 
the Kaffirs, causes great fun and amusement, especially when they 
see your old “ Dutch.” Trusting Tootsie, yourself and the rest of 
your Family, not forgetting Snatcher, are in good health, | remain, 
yours truly, F. FISK, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 129.—He Gets THE WATER CuT OFF. 


SomE while agone, the Trough and Fountain Co, 

Of London made arrangements, as you know, 

That all their water-troughs should shut up shop, 
And for such action gave it a8 their reason 

That they the spread of glanders fain would stop, 
By stopping public drinking for a season— 

That is to say, by not allowing horses 

To imitate the boon convivial courses 

Of those good hoodlums who, when guzzling, quaff 

T'rom one same pot the self-same four-a-half ! 

But this astute assertion, mark you well, 

Was but a flam. The truth we here will tell. 


The genial SLorpER—may his tribe increase !— 
While round the coast of Merrie England tripping, 
Has from his troubles found a sweet release 
By thrice a day in Neptuno’s washtub dipping. 
Yea, he so much has relished each immersion, 
That many atime and oft the Mildewed Bloke, 
Has, sanguine, sighed, “ Without the rare diversion 
Of bathing daily, I should surely croak !" 
And so he's dipped, and dived, and plunged, and swum, 
Till quite amphibious he's at length become ! 


On twelve occasions lately—yea, a score— 
Came townward from the sea the F.O.M. 
That he might to his bosom strain once more 
His London friends—and borrow quids from them, 
And every time that he such visit paid, 
In London for a day or two he stayed ; 
And, while he stayed, from tankard, glass, or bottle, 
Poured copious Bacchus down his thirsty throttle: 
Till, when he reached that sad condition verging 
On drunkenness, there to his mind returned 
The joys he'd had while in the brine submerging, 
And for a bath with tipey, zeal he yearned. 
Nor yearned in vain, The Prince of Seaside Toffs 
Dipped, dived, and plunged by night in London's water- 
troughs!!! 


The Trough Co, wondered much why London horses, 
When they imbibed their early-morn potation, 
Staggered and reeled and plunged on devious courses, 
And showed sad signs oF eter inebriation, 
But, by the aid of analyst and “’tec.” 
*Twas soon discovered that the gin-steeped Wreck 
Had caused the troughs which he'd disported in 
To smack unsweetly of “ Unsweetened ” Gin ! 
And hence the Trough Co, cut the water off, 
(‘T'was gin not glanders, making every horse ill,) 
Till they could disinfect each trough, 
Aud of his dip-so-mania cure the Fossil ! 


— 


A CUSTOMER. 


“CAN I see the minister?" he said, and he duly saw him. “Two 
months ago you read ina most touching manner the Fuueral Ser- 
vice over my poor, dear Georgina.” 

“Oh, yes, | remember! What can I do for you?” 

“Well, | was so impressed with your beautiful rendering of the 
service, that | thought I couldn't do better than place further 
little business in your hands. I'm going to be married to a dear 
little woman, and [ want you to officiate—perhaps to a customer a 
slight—er—reduction, eh?" 


—>—__—_ 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 10.—THE SEASON OF SEASONS, 
On, the season when paterfamilias flits 
With his wife and his cubs out of town, 
And the “ seaside apartments ” dame uses her wits 
To do paterfamilias brown, 
Oh, the season when railway chaps, all on the cadge, 
Make their fortunes by largesses large, 
And when ticket-men (spite of the licence and badge) 
For their liubours illegally charge. 
Oh, the season when daily each beach and cach pier 
Is as full of gay folks as can be, 
The delectable season of seaside xood cheer 
Is the season of seasons for me. 


J have ne’er set.n foot inn bathing resort, 
I have ne’er in the deep had a dip, 

I have ne‘er, save to Hampstead or gay Hampton Court, 
Been away on a holiday trip. 

T have ne‘er in my life seen the ocean or aught 
That's anear’t or upon’t or within't ; 

Yet the statement is not with mendacity fraught, 
Which the previous verse puts in print, 

For my name is Bill Sikes: and the season when fools, 
Faring forth for high jinks by the sea, 

Leave their cribs to be cracked by my housebreaking tools 
Is the season of seasons for me. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


SLopPER, having learned at his nightschool that aster isthe Latin 
for “star,” wishes to know if a poet-aster is a Star poet. 

ALL Rites Reserved : The observances of a secret society. 

THE Odd Trick: Eccen-tric. 

THE Last Thumb-screw on Record: The salary paid to little 
General Tom of that Ik. 

Wuy do people talk about “standing on their rights” when no 
person has got more than one right and one left to stand on? 

FIN de sitcle: The letter E, 

Why is a letter card like a bad boy ?—Because it requires a good 
deal of “ licking.” ‘ 

THERE is no truth in the rumour that Baron Hirsch is going 
to send “La Flitch"” to Dunmow, 


SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


—~— 


CHAPTER XIV. 

BiLt MARSDEN rubbed his eyes and stared till the figure, which 
he thought a ghost, dropped its accusing tinger aud broke out into 
a short laugh, and 
then he gathered 


himeelf SP rather 
shamefacedly. 

“So you are down 
on your luck, are 
you, Marsden?” said 
Jack Milford. 

“Terribly,” said 
Marsden, 

“Murder business 
seems «dull, doesn't 
it?” remarked Jack. 

“Well, no,” said 
Marsden, “I feel 
that I could have 
done a satisfactory 
bit of work in that 
way five minutes 
ago, but I seen 
better way out of it 
now, since you are 
not dead. Darned 
if this is not a fine 
sell for Screwl, after 
all!" 

“You don't seem 
to be sorry for what 
you did in Cape 
Town eight months 
a 


go. 

“What's the use? 
Sorrow won't help it. 
You're not dead ; well, they can't hang me for that. If you want 
to kick me, I suppose you will. If you leave the job for the police, 
I may get a twelve-month, and, by Jove! so will Screwl. That's a 
comfort, anyhow,” 

f = ree Marsden, I'll do neither, I'll forgive you, Is my brother 
enc 

“Yes; he died three months ago, and your cousin has got the 
estate. A forged certificate of your death was put in, aud as you 
had been so long away, you were almost forgot, it seems. Screwl 
is estate agent now. It was he who engaged me to murder you.” 

“You had a little inclination that way yourself, though, 
Marsden.” 

“1 was riled at the way you chucked me round that day.” 

“Well, | was to have gone on to the old house to-day, but, ns 
things,turn out, | fancy it will be better not to. I'll call on the old 

family solicitor first, and take his 
advice, Meantime,as you may be 
wanted, there's a sovereign to keep 
you from dying of thirst. Report 
yourself at the ‘Crown Hotel’ to- 
morrow.” 

“Allright; don't fear but I'll be 
there. | should like to see Screwl 
once more before we part,” said 
Marsden, as he spun the coin in 
tie air and deftly caught it as it 

ell, 


Rubbed his eyes and stared. 


* ° * » 

There was no very long dispute 
in regard to Jack Milford’s right 
to enter on his rights, As Jack 
desired that there should be no 
cause célébre, it was quietly ac- 
cepted. The cousin was effusively 

* civil; but his courtesy was coldly 
received by Jack. The cousin 
went down the stairs of the hotel 
somewhat limply, but plucked up 
sufficient energy to enable him to 
quarrel with Screwl in the street. 
The cousin kicked Screwl, and 
Bill Marsden, who was in the 
vicinity at the time, finished the 
job very effectively by flinging his 
old enemy into a horse-pond, 

The cousin now is a bookmaker, 
and is well known at the prin- 
cipal race-meetings ; Screwl gives 
legal advice at a shilling each 

question in a Scotch town; and Bill Marsden is now Mr, William 

Marsden, horsedealer, having been set up in that business by Mr. 

John Milford. 


. * * ° ° . 

The home-coming to Milford Hall was a very quiet one. There 
were no floral arches or wild enthusiasm, Those of the tenantry 
who remembered the new owner only knew him as a somewhat 
wild and flighty individual, and they had no hopes that he would 
be in any way improved by his residence abroad, The quiet recep- 
tion suited the new owners better than a demonstration would 
have done, and ere a couple of months had passed, Jack Milford 
had only one rival in popularity, and that was the beautiful foreign 
lady, who had, by quiet kindness, won her way into all hearts, 

By her kindness among the villagers, the interest she took in all 
appertaining to their welfare, she rapidly overcame any ignorant 
prejudice which may have existed against “ furreners, 


~ There's a sovereign.” 


Tn the horse-pond. 


“ Are you happy, Julliet?” said Jack one day, “Ilave you all 
att 


you can wish? ; : eens 
“Only one thing more, Jack. T would like to see my father. 


“Then we shall go to see him,” said Jack, promptly. 
(To be concluded next veck.) 
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THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 271.—Mr. Henry W. PEARSON, F.O.S, 

“¢Aand who,’ asketh the gentle reader, ‘is Henry W. Pearson ?° 
Alas! alas! that even one among the myriad intellectual beings 
who comprise the ‘readers of “SLOPER"' should display an 
ignorance at once so pitiable and so unexpected—we had almost 
written criminal. It seems at first sight almost like waste of 
time to endeavour to enlighten the mind's darkness of one 
solitary individual, but as we are unwilling that even a single 
member of 80 highly intelligent a body as the ‘Sloperian Sub- 
seribers’ should continue to shuffle through life unacquainted 
with the existence of one of the most illustrious of his fellow- 
men, we will ask the rest of our readers’ kind indulgence for a few 
moments while we deal with this unhappy being. Now, sir, 
come here. That's right : put your hands behind your back and 
give us your attention, Hast thou not heard of a place called 
the Jsle of Man, which cheap trippers from the Midlands infest 
in thousands and where cats are born minus narratives? And 
hast thou not heard of its exhibition ? Thou hast, thou sayest, 
and yet thou knowest not he who did organize it—who, by his 
marvellous talent, his untiring energy, his courtesy, tact and 
general ability did steer it through the troubled waters of 
Difficulty into the safe harbour of Success, Behold, then, above 
the portrait of him who did accomplish this thing, for which 
reason chiefly he was created F.O.S,, and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him August 20th, 1892."—Debrett /mproved. 


ALLY “knocks ‘em” off Brighton with his new life saving 


apparatus, 


AO ET Lg ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, September 3, 1892, 


First Fair One. There's Daisy and the rich old Mr. Crock again, She seems to be always dancing 


attendance upon him. 


Second Fair One. Yea: her motto is where there's a will there's a way. 


(1). Mfr. Samson Featherweioht. “Dear me, Miss Tartly, quite a smart shower | lands on the playful breeze. —(4). But the gamp, though large, was of cheap quality, 
coming on. Allow me to open your umbrella for you. By Juve! you know, it requires and unable to r the strain of the parachute business, according!) nt 
a man's strength to manage it in a gale like this—eh ?"——(2). Unfortunately, just suddenly. Luckily, some rough but comparatively honest boatmen had witnessel i 
as the young athlete forced it to expand slightly, after a severe struggle,a more than impromptu aéronaut's peril, and hastened to his assistance.——(5). Mr. F eatherweight 
mecelly rigoeons puff of wind struck it on the underside and launched it heavenwards | having sounded the depths of the ocean for many fathoms,—(6). Was conveyed on 
mson attached.—(3). “ The stupid little ape! I know he'll break it,” cried | shore in a limp condition, and having spent his little all in rewardin 


with 


the distressed dameel,as she gazed sadly at the luckless swain wafted towards distant | was heartlessly given in charge by the lady for making off with her 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. EVIDENT. 


No. 25.— Bertha. 
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A GOOD MOTTO. 


“ Do angels shave, daddy? Because, if they do, what 
a lot of swearing there will be when you go if they don t 
have good razors.” i 


Vax 
PQ 
uw Cv Ne 


i , 


“Grandpapa asked me to wake him at four.” 


GALLANTRY ITS OWN REWARD. 


ngly collups 


g his rescuers, 
umbrella. 


i] nove? 


Benevolent Lady. Yours must be a very hard life, Mother. I'm afraid, dear, Mr. Shuttlecock w 


coachman, propose. Loew 
Faded *Bus-driver, Ah, mum, I believe yer. It do pull Daughter, Oh, yes, ma, only he is 80 bashful. 
yer down, an’ no mistake! come gradually ; he has just pinched myarm. 


September 3, 1892. 


BQ 


